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Whilst thou J a cherished guest on distant shore, 
Breathest the heaUhfid halm of those pure skies 
^^eqth which in laureate tomb the Mantuan lies. 
His slumber sweetened by thy kindred lore. 

The Pilgrim^ who with thee did l(Ue explore 
Each spot where visions of the past arise. 
Still to the Siren kmd in spirit Jlies, 
Asking ofMemoryi t^]heWtrea^rl^;sldfft> 

To sooth regret he gti&s]Gfn^^(he j;vige ♦ 
Where thou, ^^Jrom Poes^Aif^morta{ serine,'^ 
UnrolFst the golden verse Sfhcippier^ajge ; 

Lo! to his country's lyre the grojcefid line 
He dares attune ; task, that might well engage 
Hands dearer to the Muse, — Mathias, thine. 

* Componimenti Lirici de' piii iUustri Poeti d' Italia soelti da T. 
J. Mathias. Napoli^ 1819. 
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DANTE ALIGHIERI. 



Deh, peUegrini, che pensod andate 
FoTse di cosa che non v* i presente, 
Venite yoi di si lontana gente. 
Come alia vista yoi ne dimostrate ? ' 

Chd non piangete, quando voi passate. 
Per lo suo mezzo la citta dolente, 
Come quelle persone che niente 
Far che intendesser la sua gravitate ? 

Se voi restate per volerlo udire, 
Certo lo core ne' sospir mi dice, 
Che lacrimando n' uscirete pui ; 

Ella ha perduto la sua Beatrice, 
E le parole, ch^ uom di lei puo dire, 
Hanno virtu 4i £ur pianger altrui. 



DANTE ALIGHIERI. 



Say, pilgrims, ye that onward journey slow, 
Musing, perchance, on things remote and dear, 
From such far distant people come ye here. 
As from your outward guise ye seem to show? 

Why through the mourning city straightway go, 
Your cheeks unmoistened with a single tear. 
All heedless of her sorrow ye appear. 
Like those who neyer heard her tale of woe. 

If ye but stay wjith wish to hear it told. 
The A^hs that rend my breast assure me this. 
That ye would sorely weep ere ye withdrew ; 

She hath for ever lost her Beatrice — 
And the discourse that one of her might hold, 
Would eyen strangers' eyes with tears bedew. 
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CINO DI PISTOJA. 



lo fui in Buir alto e in sul beato monte, 
Ov' adorai baciando il santo sasso, 
E caddi in su quella pietra, oim^ lasso ! 
Ove r onesta pose la sua fronte ; 

£ ch^ e}la chiuse d' ogni virtu il fonte 
Quel giorno, che di morte acerbo pdsso 
Fece la Donna dello mio cor lasso 
Gia piena tutta d' adornezze conte. 

Quivi chiamasi a questa guisa Amore ; 
Dolce mio Dio, fa che quinci mi traggia 
La Morte a se, che qui giace il mio core ! 

Ma poi che non m'intese il mio Signore, 
Mi diparti, pur chiamando, Selvaggia ! 
L' Alpe passai con voce di dolore. 
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CINO DI PISTOJA. 



I WAS upon the blessed mountain, where 
I Mssed the holy tomb on bended knee, 
And on the marble sank, ah woe is me ! 
That hides what bloomed on earth most pure and fair ; 

And closed the fount of every virtue there, 
That day when by the stroke of death set free 
The mistress of my soul did heavenward flee, 
Ripe now, and fiill-^dorned with graces rare. 

Then Love I did invoke m suppliant g^ise — 
My own sweet lord, bid Death his work fulfil, 
And lay me here, where my heart's treasure lies. 

But when my master heeded not my sighs, 
I went my way, Selvaggia naming still. 
And crossed the Apennine with mournful cries. 



BUONACORSI DA MONTEMAGNO. 



NoN mai piu bella luce, o piu bel Sole 
Del viso di costei nel mondo nacque ; 
N^ 'n valle ombrosa erranti e gelid' acque 
Bagnar^ piu fresche e candide viole ; 

N^ quando V eti verde aprir si vuole^ 
Rosa mai tal sovra un bel lito giaoque ; 
N^ mai suono amoroso al mio cor piacque 
Simile alF onorate sue parole. 

Dal bel guardo vezzoso par che fiocchi 
Di dolce pioggia un rugiadoso nembo, 
Chelemiserepiaghemierinfiresca: 

Amor s^ i posto in mezzo a'suoi begli occhi, 
E V afflitto mio cor si tiene in grembo, 
Troppo ardente favilla a si poca esca. 



BUONACORSI DA MONTEMAGNO. 



Never rose purer lights or Sun more &ir^ 
Than the soft beams that in her features phiy» 
Never 'mid streams that through dark vallies 8tray» 
Did violets fresh more snowy lustre wear; 

Never when opening buds first scent the air^ 
Did fsdrer rose a verdant bank array, 
Never did sounds of love such bliss convey. 
As when her lips her honoured will declare. 

From her mild gracious looks a dewy shower 
Seems to distil like drops of softest rain, 
To cool the wounds of my sore-stricken frame : 

In midst of her bright eyes Love makes his bower, 
And in his lap does my lorn heart detain, 
Too scanty fuel for so fierce a flame ! 
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MATTEO MARIA BOIARDO. 



Chi non ha yisto ancora il gentil viso 
Che solo in terra si pareggia al Sole, 
E 1' aocorte sembianze al mondo sole, 
E V atto dal mortal tanto diviso; 

Chi noa vide fiorir quel vago riso 
Che germina di rose e di viole ; 
Chi non udi le angeliehe parole 
Che suonano armonia di paradise ; 

Chi mai non vide &vellar quel guardo, 
Che, come stral di foco, il lato manco 
Sovente incende, e mette fiamme al core ; 

E chi non vide il volger dolce e tardo 
Del soave splendor tra '1 nero e '1 bianco, 
Non sa, non sente quel che vaglia Amore. 
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MATTEO MARIA BOIARDO. 



Who never on that face has gazed awhile, 
The world's sole light that dims the daynstar's beam, 
Those features bright with intellectual gleam, 
That manner so distinct from mortal style ; 

Who never saw the bloom of that sweet smile, 
Where violets with the rose fresh-budding seem. 
Nor listened to her lips' angelic theme, . 
Sounds that with dreams of heaven the sense beguile ! 

Who never felt that look ^dress his soul. 
Whose glance, as lightning sped, awakes the glow 
Of kindling passion in the gazer's heart; 

Wha never saw the motion soft and slow 
Of those dark eyes as they in splendour roll, 
Hath yet to learn Love's power, and feel hb smart. 
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LORENZO DF MEDICI. 



Spesso mi torna a mente, anzi giammai 
Si puo partir dalla xnemoria mia 
U abito, e '1 tempo, e '1 luogo, dove piia 
La mia Donna gentil fiso mirai. 

Quel che paresse allor, Amor, ta '1 sai, 
Che eon lei sempre fosti in compagnia ; 
Quanto vaga gentil leggiadra e pia, 
Non si puo dir ne immaginar assai. 

Quando sopra i nevosi ed alti monti 
Apollo spande il suo bel lume adomo, 
Tal i crin suoi sopra la bianca gonna : 

II tempo e '1 luogo non convien cb' io eonti, 
Ch^, dov' e si bel Sole, e sempre giorno, 
E paradiso, ov' h si bella Donna. 
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LORENZO DF MEDICI. 



Oft on the recollection sweet I dwell, 
Yea, never from my mind can aught eflhce 
The dress my mistress wore, the time, the place. 
Where first she fixed my eyes in rapture's spelL 

How she then looked, thou. Love, rememberest well, 
For thou her side hast never ceased to grace. 
Her gentle air, her meek, angelic &oe 
The power of language and of thought excel. 

As o'er the mountain peaks deep-dad in snow 
Apollo pours a flood of golden light, 
So down her snowy vesture streamed her hair : 

The time and place how vain it were to show ! 
It must be day where shines a sun so bright. 
And paradise where dwells a form so fair. 
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AGNOLO FIRENZUOLA. 



Alma gentil, ishe pria che V lunan vela 
Vestisse, coUe sacre e nitid' acque 
Al biondo Apollo tal mondarla piacque 
Che ben, com' ei, paresse nata in Delo ! 

Se dentro al pensier mio fallace un zelo 
Di contar> vostre lode al mondo nacque, 
E poi nel mezzo dell' ardor suo giacque,. 
E pigro e neghittoso e pien di gelo, 

Lasso ! -egli awenne, come awenir suole 
A' suppositi figli dell' uccello 
Che '1 bel Frigio al gran Glove pose in grembo : 

Che tsforzati a fissar gli occhi nel Sole, 
Come soggetto mal capace, in quelle 
Splendor gli oscuran d' un perpetuo nembo. 
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AGNOLO FIRENZUOLA. 



O THOU, whose soul from the pure sacred stream 
(Ere it was doomed this mortal veil to wear) 
Bathed by the gold-haired god emerged so fiEur, 
That thou like him in Delos born didst seem ! 

If zeal that of my strength would wrongly deem, 
Bade me thy virtues to the world declare, 
And in my highest flight struck with despair 
I sunk unequal to such lofty theme, 

Alas ! I suffer from the same mishap 
As the fidse offspring of the bird that bore 
The Phrygian stripling to the Thunderer's lap : 

Forced in the sun^s full radiance to gaze. 
Such streams of light on their, weak vision pour, 
Their eyes are blasted in the living blaze. 
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SERAFINO DA UAQUILA. 



QuANDO nasoesd, Amor ? Qnando la te 
Si rinveste dl verde e bel colore. 
Di che fo8ti creato ? IV un ardore 
Che do lasciTO in sd rinchiude e serra. 

Chi ti produsse a &nni tanta guerra? 
Calda speranza e gelido timore. 
Ove prima abitasti ? In gentil core, 
Che sotto al mio valor presto s^ atterra. 

Chi fii la tua nutriee ? GrioYinezza, 
E le sue serve accolte a lei d' intomo, 
Leggiadria, Vanita, Pompa, e Bellezza. 

Di che ti pasci? D' un g^uardar adomo : 
Non puo contro di te morte o vecchiezza ? 
No : ch* io rinasco raille volte il giomo. 
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SERAFINO DA L'AQUILA. 



Say, Love, when wertthou born? Whenflowenabound, 
And earth in emerald robe is newly drest. 
Whence sprung? From beams by youthful suns imprest 
Upon the bosom of the wanton ground. 

What makes thee strike such deep and rankling wound ? 
Cold fear, and hopes with too much warmth carest 
Where first didst thou abide ? In gentle breast 
Which soon submissive to my power I found. 

Who nursed thee with such care I next would know. 
Youth and the damsels subject to her sway, 
Beauty and Fascination, Pomp and Show. 

Thy food ? A look preserves me from decay. 
Has Death or Age the power to harm thee ? Nck 
I 'm newly bom a thousand times a day. 
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ANTONIO TEBALDEO. 



Ben fosti in Cipro colta nel giardino 
D'Amor, o in quel di Giove a non lontano, 
Rosa gentil, che 'n qnesto nostro piano 
Si bel fior non si ooglie d' alcun spino. 

lo ch' era alia mia morte gia yidno, 
Poich^ a me ti mando la bella mano, 
AH' odor tuo son &tto in parte sano ; 
Mover non mi potea, ch' ora cammino. 

Ma di una cosa prendi maraviglia, 
Che gia pallida secca e smorta sei, 
Chi dianzi eri si vaga e si vermiglia : 

Toma a Madonna, e di piangendo a lei, 
Che sua bellezza al tuo stato somiglia, 
E che al suo ben proveda e a' martir miei. 
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ANTONIO TEBALDEO. 



From Cyprus' isle, where Love owns every bower, 
Or from the neighboaring shores of Jove's domain. 
Thou surely comest, sweet Rose, since this our plain 
Bears not the stem where bloomed so fisdr a flower. 

For I, who late was near my last sad hour, 
No sooner ^om her hand the gift obtain. 

Than thy sweet breath could charm away my pain, 

« 

And to my limbs restore their wonted power. 

But mark one thing that wakes a just surprise ; 
Thy pallid form with life but fidntly glows, 
That late of loneliest hue blush'd vermeil dies : 

Haste, to the thoughtless £Edr go sorrowing, Rose ; 
Bid her, by thy waned beauty taught, be wise. 
For her own good provide, and ifiy repose. 
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ANTONIO TEBALDEO. 



Paute dell' alma mia, caro consorte ! 
Che vivrai dopo me qualch' anno ancora, 
Se yuoi che 'n pace ed in qniete io mora^ 
Tempra tanto dolor gfrenato e forte ! 

n Tederti attristar m' e dpppia morte ; 
E se pur pianger vuoi, deh & dimora 

Tanto che '1 spirto sei ne voli fdora} 

* 

Ch' esser gia per uscir sento alle porte. 

Al nio partir sol ti dunando un dono ; 
Che serbi fede al npstrp casto letto 
Che 'n mia piu verde .et4 freddo abbandono ; 

E perch^ accade pur qualche dispetto 
Tra consorti talor ; chieggio perdono. 
Io to; rimanti in pace; in delV aspetto. 
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ANTONIO TEBAI;DEO. 



Husband beloved ! my sotil's &r dearer part. 
As thou wilt live, and still enjoy the day» 
Wonldst thon in peace I breathe my life away? 
Then moderate the grief that rends thy lieart ! 

Thy tear&r and sighs give death a double smart; 
K weep thou most, oh ! gmit a short d?l9y» 
Till my freed spirit wing its heavenward wiiy ; 
Even now I feel it struggling to depart 

This only boon to thy fond suppliant give— - 
Spotless maintain the bed of our chaste love, 
Which cold I leave when youth joys most to live ; 

And oh ! if e'er my wiU unduly strove 
With thine, as oft it might, the fiiult forgive. 
I go— fiurewell— I wait for thee above 
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GIROLAMO FRACASTORO. 



Greco Cantor ! qualora io fisso aperte 
Sn gli ampi carmi tuoi le mie pupille, 
O che tu canti dell' immite Achille, 
O i langhi error del figlio di Laerte ; 

Mari, fiumi, citta, foreste, e ville 
Veder parmi da rupi esposte ed erte, 
E qua colte campagne, e la deserte, 
Gli occhi invagbir di mille oggetti e mille. 

Tanti costumi, e nazioni, e riti 
Scuopri, e opache spelonehe, e piagge apriche, 
E valli, e monti, e promontori, e liti ; 

Che quasi par, tanto hai le Muse amiche, 
Che non tu lei, ma te Natura imiti, 
Primo pittor delle memorie antiche 1 
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GIKOLAMO FRACASTORO. 



Poet of Greece ! whene'er thine ample page 
My soul enraptures with its noble strain, 
Whether it be Achilles^ high disdain, 
Or wise Ulysses' toilsome pilgrimage, 

« 

Methinks that from some mountain's lofty stage 
I see towns, forests, rivers, and blue main, 
^ There desert wilds, and here the fruitful plain. 
Teeming with countless forms, my sight engage. 

Such various climes, rites, laws, thy Muse explores. 
Unfolding sunny, banks, and grottos cold. 
Valleys and mountains, promontories, shores, 

'T would seem, so Heaven inspires thy genius bold, 
That Nature^s self but copied from thy stores. 
Thou first great painter of the things of old ! 
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VITTORIA COLONNA. 



PADBsetartiodelcid! «e, tna meraede, 
Vivo lamo son.io dell' ampia e vent 
Vite, eV abbraccia il mondo^ e cbiusa mtem 
• Vuol la nostra virtii 8eoo per fede. 

Uoccbio divino too laogutr nd vede 
Per V ombra di mie frondi mtomo nera, 
Se nella dol^e etema primaTeia 
n quasi secop umor verde non riede. ^ 

. Pnigami mi ch-io penoanendo seeo 
Mi dbi ogn' or della mgiada santa, 
E rinfiresdu col pianto la radice. 

Verita iei^ dicesti d' esser meco ; 
Vien dnnque lieto, ond' io firatto felloe 
Faoda in te degno a si gcadita pianta. 
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VITTORIA COLONNA. 



FATHER.of heaven !•!— if haply by thy grace 
A Uving branch I am of that true vbe 
Which spreads o'a: all) and bids us to resign 
Ourselves entire by fidth to its eminace— 

• 

T'hine eye cUvine my feeble growth will trace 
Beneath the shade df these rank loaves of miney 
Unless in season due thou wilt refine 
The humour gross, and quieken its dull pace. 

So cleanse me^ that, abiding e'er in tt^e, 
Each hour I feed me with the heavenly dew. 
And with my filling tears re&esh the root. 

Thy word is pledged that thoii wilt be with me, 
Then willing come that I may bear much fruit, 
And worthy of the stock on which it grew. 
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LODOVICO ARIOSTO. 



Chiuso era il Sol da un tenebroso velo, 
Che si stendea fin all' estreme sponde 
Dell' orizzonte, e monnorar le fronde 
S' udiano, e tuoni andar scorrendo il delo ; 

Di pioggia in dubbio, o tempestoso g^lo. 
Stay' io per gire oltre le torbid' onde 
Del fiume altier che '1 gran sepolcro asconde 
Del figlio audaee del Signer di Dele, 

Quando apparir sull' altra ripa il lume 
De' bei vostr^ ocelli vidi, e udi parole 
Che Leandro potean farmi un giomo : 

E tatto a un tempo i nuvoli d^ intorho 
Si dileguaro, e si scoperse il Sole, 
Tacquero i venti, e tranquillossi il fiume. 
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LODOVICO ARIOSTO. 



The Sun was wrapt in veil of blackest dye, 
That floating hung the horizon's verge around, 
The leaves all trembling moan'd with hollow sound, 
And bursting thunders peal'd along the sky ; 

I saw fierce rain, or icy storm was nigh. 
Yet ready stood o^er the rough waves to bound 
Of that proud river in whose depths profound 
The scorch'd remains of much-wept Phaeton lie ; 

When turning to the further bank my view, 
I caught thine eye^s bright beam, and words I heard 
That might some day Leander*s &te renew ; 

Instant the threatening clouds all disappear'd. 
Shone out the fervent Sun, winds silent grew. 
And smilingly the level stream career'd. 
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PIETRO BEMBO. 



LiETA e chiufla contrada I or* lo m^ involo 
Al vulgo^ e meco vivo^ e meoo albergOy 
*Clii mi t* invidia or che, i Gemelli a teigo 
Lasciandoy scalda FelK> il nostro polo ? 

■ 

I 

Bade volte in te sento ira, nh duolo^ 
Ne gli oochi al del si spesso e le iroglie ergo, 
N^ tante carte altrove adiino e vergo, 
Per leYanni talor, s' io posso, a volo. ' 

Quanto sia dolce un solitario stato^ 

Di cure scarca e di sospetti sgombra. 

O cara selva, o fiuinicello amato I 
Cangiar potess' io '1 mare, e il lito ardente, 
Con le vostre fredd^ acque e la verd^ ombra ! 
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PIETRO BEMBO. 



Ah, dear retreat ! where from the world I steals 
Where to myself I live, and dwell alone, 
Why thee denied, now Phcebus fiercer grown 
Has left the Twins behind his burning wheel ? 

With thee I seldom grief or anger feel, 

♦ ♦ 

No where my thoughts so oft to heaven have flown, 
No where my pen such industry has shown, 
When to the Muse I chance to make appeal. 

From thee I learnt how sweet the pensive mood — 
And how from care to keep my bosom free 
And live at peace, was taught me in thy school. 

Dear rivulet ! and thou delightful wood ! 
Oh that these parching sands, this glaring sea. 
Were changed for your green shades and waters cool ! 
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BERNARDO TASSO. 



QuEST^ ombra che giammai non vide il Sole, 
Qualor a mezzo il del mira ogni cosa, 
Dai folti rami d' un mirteto asoosa, 
Col letto pien di calta e di idole ; 

Dov* un garrulo no si lagna e duole 
Con r onda dbiaia, che non tiene ascosa 

U arena piu ch' una purpurea rosa 

Lueido vetro e trasparente suole ; 

Un povero Pastor, eh' altro non ave, 
Ti sacra,. O bel Dio della quiete, 
Dolce riposo dell'* infirme menti, 

Se col tuo sonno e tranquiUo e soave 
Gli chiuderai quest' occhi egri e dolenti, 
Che non veggon mai cose allegre e liete. 
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BERNARDO TASSO, 



This Shade that never to the sun is known 
When in mid-heaven his eye all seeing glows. 
Where myrtle boughs with foliage dark enclose 
A bed with marigold and violets strown ; 

Where babbling runs a brook witli tuneful moan. 
And wave so clear, the sand o'er which it flows 
Is no more dimm'd than is the purple rose 
When through the crystal pure its blush is shown ; 

A humble swain, who owns no other store, 
To thee devotes, O gentle God of sleep, 
Whose spells the care-worn mind to peace restore. 

If thou the balm of slumber soft and deep 
Wilt o'er his aching senses gently pour. 
Closing those eyes that open but to weep ! 
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MICHEL ANGELO BUONAROTTI. 



GiUNTO d gia il cono della vita mia 
Per tempestoso mar con fragil barca 
Al oomun porto, ore a render si varca 
G>nto e ragion d^ ogni opia trista e pia ;: 

Ma 1' alta affettaosa &ntaB]|^ 
Che V arte mi fece idolo e monarea, 
Conosoo or ben quanto sia d' error carca» 
E quel che mal suo guido ognun d^suu 

Gli amorod pensier, gid vani e lied, 
Che fien or, s' a due morti m' aVvidno ? 
D' una 80 oerta, e F altra mi minacda* 

Nd pinger, ni scolpir fia piu che queti 
U anima irolta a quelP Amor divino 
Che aperse in croce, a prender noi, le bracda. 
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MICHEL ANGELO BUONAROTTL 



My wave-worn bark through life's tempestuous sea 
Speeds on its rapid course to that &r shore. 
Where all must give account the Judge before, 
And as their actions merit, sentenced be. 

At length from Fancy's wild oichautments free, 
That made me apt as some saaiige god adore, 
I deeply feel how vain its richest store. 
Now diat the one thing needful faileth me ! 

Vain dreams of love ! once sweet, now yield they aught 
If, earned by them, a twofold death be mine. 
This— doomed me here, and that— beyond the grave ? 

Nor painting^s art, nor sculptor's skill e^er brought 
Peace to the soul that seeks that friend divine 
Who on the cross stretched out his arms to save. 
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CLAUDIO TOLOMEL 



EsPERO, sacra ed amorosa Stella, 
Nel nottamo silenzio scorta e dace. 
Viva fiamma d' amor, arnica lace, 
Di Venere gentil raggio e fieicella ! 

Mentre vo queto alia mia donna bella 
Che spegne '1 Sol quando il di novo adduce, 
Or che la Luna e sotto, e a noi non luce, 
Mostrami in vece sua tua lampa belku 

Non vo cosi lontan di notte oscura 
Per &r a' lassi viandanti oltraggio, 
N^ per trar di sepolcri ombre di canto : 

lo amo, ed altri a me V anima fim ; 
Deh, perch' io la riabbia, O lume santo, • 
Tu, che pur ami, alluma il mio viiaggio ! 



33 



CLAUDIO TOLOMEL 



Blest star of eve, bright Hesperus, whose glow 
Serves for sweet escort through the still of night. 
Of lore the living flame, the frieodly light, 
And torch of Venus when she walks below ! 

Whilst to my mistress Mr in stealth I go, 
mo dims the 8un in orient chambers bright, 
Now that the moon is low, nor aids the sight, 
Haste, in her stead thy silver cresset show. 

I wander not these gloomy shades among 
Upon the way-worn traveller to prey, 
Or graves dispeople with enchanter's song : 

Love guides my steps ; my heart from spoiler's sway 
I would redeem, then oh ! avenge my wrong, 
Blest star of love, and beam upon my way ! 






o 



i 



34 



BALDASSAR CASTIGLIONE. 



SuPERBi colli ! e voi sacre mine, 
Che 1 nome sol di Roma ancor tenete, 
AM ! che reliquie miseaande avete 
Di tant' anime eecelse e pellegrine ! 

Colossi, archi, teatri, opre divine, 
Trionfal pompe glori'ose e liete, 
In poco oener pur converse siete, 
E &tto al vulgo vil favola alfine. 

Cosi se bene un giomo al Tempo gaerra 
Fanno V opre &mose, a passo lento 
E V opre e i nomi il Tempo invido atterra ; 

Vivro dunque fra' miei martir contento ; 
Ch^ se '1 tempo dd fine a cio ch' e in terra, 
Dard forse ancor fine al mio tormento. 
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BALDASSAR CASTIGLIONE. 



Ye hills imperial I and ye ruins dread. 
That the bare name of Rome alone retain ! 
Alas ! how scant the traces that remain 
Of all the labours of your mighty dead ! 

Colossal piles, arcs, theatres ! where led 
Triumph and festival the pageant train, 
Crumbled in dust your ashes strew the plain^ 
And dark in fables is your story read. 

Thus, for a while, if monuments of feme 
Baffle Time's force, he, conqueror sure, though slow 
In ruin heaps them all with perish'd name. 

Peace, then, my suffering soul ! since all below 
Sink 'neath the spoiler's touch, he, too^ shall tame- 
The fiercest pain, and still the voice of woe« 
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GIOVANNI DELLA CASA. 



QuESTA vita mortal, che 'n una e 'n due 
Brevi e nottume ore trapassa, oscura 
E firedda, involto avea fin qui la pura 
Parte di me ne V aire nubi sue. 

Or a mirar le grazie tante tue 
Prendo, che firutti e fior, gielo ed arsura, 
E si dolce del Ciel legge e misura, 
Etemo Dio, tuo magisterio fiie. 

Anzi '1 dolce aer puro, e questa luce 
Chiara, che ^1 Mondo agli occhi nostri scopre 
Traesti tu d' abissi oscuri e misti : 

E tutto quel, che 'n terra o ^n Ciel riluce, 
Di tenebre era chiuso, e tu 1' apristi, 
E '1 giomo e '1 Sol de le tue man sono ojure. 



Si 
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GIOVANNI BELLA CASA. 



This mortal life-^that in its rapid night 
Counts but a few brief hours, obscure and cold*— 
Had wrapt till now in clouds of thickest fold 
My purer soul, and dimm'd her sacred light. 

At length thy merdes burst upon my sight, 
I see how fruits and flowers, and heat, and cold. 
And heaven's sweet harmonies, by love controU'd, 
Proclaim, eternal God ! thy power and might 

Yea, the pure balmy air, the light so clear 
That the round world to our glad vision shows. 
Were raised by thee from chaos dark and drear : 

And all that shines on earth, in heaven that glowsj 
Out of thick darkness thou hast made appear. 
And at thy word the day and sun arose. 
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GIOVANNI BELLA CASA. 



Son queste^ Amor, le vaghe treoce bionde, 
Tra fresche rose e puro latte sparte, 
Ch' io prender bramo, e far vendetta in parte 
Delle piaghe eh' io porto aspre e profonde ? 

£ questo quel bel ciglio in cui s' asconde 
Chi le mie voglie, com' ei vuol, comparte ? 
Son questi gli occhi onde '1 tuo stral si parte, 
N^ con tal forza nscir potrebbe altronde ? 

Deb, chi '1 bel volto in breve carta ha chiuso ? 
Cui Io mio stil ritrarre indamo prova, 
N^ in cio me sol, ma V arte insieme accuso. 

Stiamo a veder la maravigUa nova 
Che 'n Adria il mar produce, e V antic' uso 
Di partorir celesti Dee rinnova. 
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GIOVANNI DELLA CASA, 



Are these the tresses, Love, of hue so fair, 
Amid pure milk and freshest roses spread, 
Which I would ravish from the beauteous head, 
And thus avenge the cruel wounds I bear? 

Is this the sovereign brow of beauty, where 
Hides ONE by whom my will is captive led? 
Are these the eyes from whence his shafifcs are sped» 
Ne^er found so fatal as when temperM there? 

Who with the matchless fstce this tablet deck'd? 
If oft in vain my verse her charms hath told. 
Ah ! blame not mine alone, but art^s defect 

Lo ! a fresh miracle transports my view, 
And Adria's waters, like the seas of old, 
The wonderous birth of Goddesses renew. 
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GIOVANNI DELLA CASA. 



O DOLCE Selva solit;aria, arnica 
De' miei pensieri sbigottiti e stanchi ! 
Mentre Borea ne' di torbidi e manchi 
D^ orrido gel V aere e la terra implica ; 

£ la tua verde chioma ombrosa, anlica 
Come la mia, par d' ogni intomo imbianchi ; 
Or che 'n vece di fior vermigli e bianchi 
Ha neve e ghiaccio ogni tua piaggia apnea; 

A questa breve nubilosa luce 
Vo ripensando, che mi avianza, e ghiiEiccio 
Gli spirti anch' i' sento e le membra farsi : 

Ma piu di te dentro e d' intomo agghiaccio ; 
Ch^ piu crudo Euro a me mio verno adduce, 
Piu lunga notte, e di piu freddi e scarsi ! 
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GIOVANNI DELLA CASA. 



D£AR lonely wood ! that like a friend art found 
To sooth my weary thoughts that brood on woe, 
Whilst days are short and dull, and north winds blow, 
Numbing with wintery breath the air and ground ; 

Thy time-wom leafy locks seem all around. 
Like mine, to whiten with old age's snow. 
Now that disrobed of flowers and verdure's glow 
Thy sunny banks with snowy wreaths are crown'd ;• 

I go deep-musing on the brief dim light 
That yet of life remains, and also feel 
The creeping cold my limbs and spirits thrill : 

But I with sharper frost, than thou, congeal. 
Since keener blasts my winter brings, and night 
Qf greater length, and days more scant and chill. 
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GIOVANNI BELLA CASA. 



O SoKNO ! O della queta umida ombrosa 
Notte pladdo figUo ! O de' mortali 
Egri conforto, obblio dolce de' mali 
Si gravi, ond' h la vita aspra e nojosa ; 

Soccorri al core omai che langue, e posa 
Non ave, e queste membra stanche e frali 
Solleva ; a me ten' vola, O Sonne, e T ali 
Tue brune sovra me distendi'e posa ! 

Ov* ^ il Silenzio che '1 di fagge e '1 lume ? 
E i lievi sogni che con non sicure 
Vestigia di seguirti han per costume ? 

Lasso ! che 'n van ti chiamo, e quest' oscure 

E gelid' ombre in van lusingo : O piume 

• 

D' asprezza colme, O notti a^erbe e crude ! 
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GIOVANNI BELLA CAS A. 



Child of the humid, calm, and shadowy Night, 
Fair pladd Sleep, whose spells to sorrow bring 
Such dreams of peace, such bright imagining. 
That earth-bom cares are veil'd from Memory^s sight ! 

Now yield my fisdnting soul thy calm delight, 
O'er these frail weary limbs refreshment fling ; 
Ah ! waft thee hither. Sleep, on dusky wing. 
And on thy suppliant's eyelids soft alight 

But where is Silence, foe to garish day. 
Where the light visions that with printless tread 
Come gently flitting round thy quiet way ? 

Alas ! in vain I woo thee, and in vain 
These cold dull shades propitiate. — O bed 
With torture heapM ! O nights of gloom and pain ! 
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ANGELO DA COSTANZa 



QuELLA Cetra gendl che 'n suUa riva 
Canto di Mindo Dafhi e Melibeq 
Si, che non so se 'n Menalo, o 'n Liceo, 
In queUa o in altra eta simil s' udiva ; 

Poich^ con voce piu canora e viva 
Celebrato ebbe Pale ed Aristeo, 
E le grand' opre che in esilio feo 
II gran iigliaol d' Anchise e delia Diva, 

Dal suo Pastore in una querela ombrosa 
Sacrata pende : e, se la move 11 vento, 
Par che dica superba e disdegnosa; 

Non sia chi di toccarmi abbia ardimento : 
Che, se non spero aver man si famosa, 
Del gran Titiro mio sol mi contento. 
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ANGELO DA COSTANZO. 



The harp that on the banks of Mindas sung 
Daphnis and Meliboeus, in such strains 
That never on Arcadia's hills or plains 
Have rustic notes with sweeter echoes rung ; 

When now its chords more deep and tuneful strung 
Had told of rural gods to listening swains, 
And the great Exile's deeds and pious pains, 
Who from Anchises add the Goddess sprung, 

The shepherd placed it high in spreading oak, 
Where if winds breathe the sacred strings among. 
It seems as if a voice in anger spoke : 

^* Let none dare touch me of the unhallowed throng ; 
Chords which great Tityrus to rapture woke 
Disdain to mingle with a meaner song." 
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ANGELO DA COSTANZO. 



CiGNi felid ! che le rive e Pacque 
Del fortunate Mindo in g^uardia avete, 
Deh, s' egli h ver, per Dio mi rispondete^ 
Tra* Yostri nidi il gran VirgUio nacque ? 

Dimmiy bella Sirena, ove a lei piacque 
Trapassar V ore sue tranquille e liete, 
(Cosi sian V 08sa tue sempre quiete) 
E ver che 'n grembo a te, morendo, giaeque ? 

Qual maggior grazia aver dalla Fortuna 
Potea ? qual fin conforme al nascer tanto ? 
Qual sepolcro piu simile alia cuna ? 

Ch' essendo nato tra '1 soave canto 
Di bianchi cigni, al fin in veste bruna 
Esser dalle Sirene in morte pianto. 
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ANGELO DA COSTANZO. 



Ye sacred Swans, of Mincio^s streams possest, 
And flowery banks, which his calm wave delay ! 
Tell me if it be true as legends say, 
Was Maro cradled in your tuneful nest ? 

Say, Siren fidr, as thou in peace wouldst rest, 
Thou, 'mid whose pleasant bowers he loved to stray, 
Did he, ah ! tell me, when life ebb'd away, 
Recline his drooping head on thy fond breast ? 

What greater bliss could partial heaven confer ? 
So rare a birth what sweeter death adorn ? 
How matched the cradle and the sepulchre ! 

Amid white swans and their soft music born, 
Sirens in sable garb his corse inter. 
And round his tomb assembled weep forlorn. 
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GALEAZZO DI TARSIA. 



Temp£STO»£ sonanti e torbid' onde, 
Tranquille un tempo gisl, pladde e qiiete» 
Voi foste al viver mio simile, e sete 
Simile alle mie pene ample e profonde ! 

Spalmati legni, alme vezzose e liete 
Ninfe, ed ogn' altra gioia a voi s' asconde, 
A me ci6 che &cea care e gioconde 
Queste luci, quest* ore eg^e inquiete. 

Lasso ! verri ben tempo che ritomi 
Altra stagion che rallegrarvi suole, 
Onde diversa fia la nostra sorte : 

A me serene notti, o chiari giomi, 
O che si appressi o si allontani il Sole, 
Non fia che '1 mio tiranno unqua m' apporte. 
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GALEAZZO DI TARSIA, 



Tempestuous, loud, and agitated Sea ! 
In thy late peaceful calm and quiet, thou 
Didst represent my happy state, but now 
Art picture true of my deep misery ! 

From thee is fled each joyous thing, the glee 
Of sportive Nereid, and smooth-gliding prow ; 
From me — ^what late made joy illume my brow. 
And these sad present hours so drear to be. 

Alas ! the time is near when will return 
The season calm, and all thy waves be gay. 
And thou this fellowship of woe forsake ; 

The tyrant of my breast will never make 
Serene the night to me, or dear the day, 
Whether the sun be hid or cloudless burn 1 
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ANNIBALE CARO. 



Amico, tu sei morto ? tu che solo 
Vivente eri mia vita e mio sostegno ? 
Tu, ch^ al mio errante e combattuto legno 
Fusti ad ogni tempesta il porto e il polo ? 

Ben ne volasd al ciel ; ma da tal volo 
Quando a me torni, od io quando a te vegno ? 
Chi de"* suoi danni, o del tuo fstto indegno 
RiBtora il mondo ? e chi tempra il mio duolo ? 

Deb, porgimi dal cielo, Angelo eletto» 
Tanto di sofferenza, o pur obblio, 
Che '1 mio pianto non turbi il tuo deletto : 

O taloT scenda a consolarmi, ond' io 
Con piu tranquillo o men turbato affetto 
Consacri le tue glorie e '1 dolor mio. 
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ANNIBALE CAHO. 



Dead art thou, friend ? whose breath seem'd to control 
My charmed existence ; thou ! my strength and stay^ 
Thou ! who wert found, when storms obscured my way, 
Guide of my course, and haven of my soul ? 

Well hath thy race been run, and heaven the goal— 
But when return ? when breaks the immortal day 
I go to thee ? or meanwhile how repay 
The world for such great loss, and me console ? 

Oh ! shed on me from heaven, thou spirit blest. 
Strength to endure, or even to forget. 
Lest my sad tears disturb thy peaceful rest : 

Or oft descend and minister relief, 
That I with calmer, not less deep, regret 
May consecrate thy glories and my grief. 
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GIOVANNI GUIDICCIONI. 



Deoka nntrice delle chiare genti, 
Ch' ai di men foschi trion&r* del mondo, 
Albergo gA di Dio fido e ^ocondo, 
Or di lagrime triste e di lament! ! 

Come poss' ndir io le tue dolenti 
Vod, e mirar senza il dolor profondo 
II Bommo imperio tao caduto al fondo, 
Xante tue pompe, e tanti pregi spenti ? 

Tal, cosi ancella, maestsi riserbi, 
E si dentro al mio oor sona il tuo nome, 
Ch' i tuoi sparsi yestigi inchino e adoro, 

Che fu a yedere in tanti onor superbi 
Seder Reina, e incoronata d' oro 
Le gloriose e venerabil chiome ? 
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GIOVANNI GUIDICCIONL 



Meet nurae of men who life to glory lent, 
When brighter suns saw nought but Ronum ground^ 
God's late abode, and with his favour crown'd, 
Now bathed in tears and hoarse with loud lament ! 

How can I see thy throne of empire rent. 
Nor feel within my breast a grief profound, 
How hear thy doleful wail^s appalling sound, 
Nor mourn thy triumphs gone, thy glory spent ! 

If, captive thus, such majesty be thine, 
K so I feel what thy proud name hath been. 
That even thy ruins awe as things divine. 

How glorious once thy beauty to behold. 
When high-enthroned thou sat'st a mighty Queen, 
Thy brow refulgent with the imperial gold ! 
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BERNARDINO ROTA. 



QuESTO oor, questa mente, e questo petto 
Sia il tuo sepolcro, e non la tomba o ^1 sasso 
Ch' io a apparecchio qui doglioso e lasso, 
Non si deve a te, Donna, altro ricetto* 

Ricca sia la memoria e 1' intelletto 
Del ben per cui tatt' altro addietro lasso ; 
E mentre questo mar di pianto passo, 
Vadami sempre innanzi il caro obbietto. 

Alma gentil, dove aBitar solei 
Donna e reina, in terren fascio avvolta, 
Ivi regnar celeste immortal d^L 

Vantisi pur la Morte averti tolta 
Al mondo, a me non gid ! ch' a i pensier miei 
Una sempre sand, viva e sepolta. 
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BERNARDINO ROTA. 



Not to this marble which in grief I rear, 
Woman ! be thy loved memory consigned, 
This bosom be thy tomb, this heart, this mind, 
No other place becomes a friend so dear. 

Deep be the sense of worth, and cherishM e*er, 
For which my soul all other good resigned, 
And till my bark the welcome haven find. 
She who so charm'd on earth, from heaven shall cheer. 

Angel ! 'tis meet that where thou sat'st enthroned 
In mortal shape, there, sainted now and blest 
With heavenly crown, thy sway should still be own'd. 

Death from the world thy form hath proudly led ; 
Yet me he robs not, for in thought possest 
Mine art thou, ever mine, alive and dead. 
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BERNARDINO ROTA. 



QuESTA scolpita in oro amica fede^ 
Che santo Amor nel tuo bel dito pose^ 
O prima a me delle terrene cose 
Donna, caro mio pregio, alta mercede ! 

Ben fu da te serbata, e ben si vede 
Ch^ al comune voler sempre rispose 
Dal di che '1 del nel mio pensier t' asoose, 
E quanto pote dar, tutto mi diede* 

Eeco ch' io la t' involo, eoco ne spoglio 
II freddo avorio che V ornava, e vesto 
La mia, piu assai che la tua, mano esangue, 

Dolce mio furto ! finch^ vivo, io voglio 
Che tu stia meco ; ne d sia molesto 
Ch' or di pianto ti bagni, e poi di sangue ! 



37 



BERNARDINO ROTA. 



The pHgbted faith in sculptured gold exprest 
That holy love gave thy sweet hand to we&ty 
(O thou of earthly things most prized and best, 
Dear matchless woman, gift of mercy rare !) 

That &ith hath been well cherished in thy breast, 
As our sweet lives and mutual loves declare, 
Since heaven first led thee to my bosom's rest. 
And poured out all its stores of rapture there. 

Lo ! ravishM from the ivory cold in death 
The precious spoil I take, and with it grace 
My hand, than thine, alas ! more pale and dead. 

There stay, dear relic^ till my latest breath — ' 
Nor grieve that tears thy lustre pure efiace. 
For soon may blood, where tears now fall, be shed. 
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CELIO MAGNO. 



Alma che scendi in noi pura immortale, 
Primo pregio del mondo e maraviglia, 
Luce, il cui raggio al sommo Sol somiglia, 
E di quest' altro alia belta prevale ! 

Tu, c' hai ministri in questo viver firale 
Angioli ch' a tua guardia apron le ciglia, 
Alta cura di IKo, sua dolee figlia, 
Per cui salvar vestio spoglia mortale ! 

Dunque si tralignar non ti vergogna 
Di tanta stirpe, e tuo splendor natio, 
E stai vilmente in tanti error sepolta? 

Deh sorgi omai, lasciando V ombre e i sogni, 
Che morte hai presso, e mostra, al ciel rivolta, 
Che ti formar' le proprie man di Dio. 
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CELIO MAGNO. 



Soul ! that to us wast ^ven immortal, pure, 
Creation's boast, and wonder's endless theme, 
Light ! that, enkindled at the Sun supreme. 
Dost with thy rays the light of day obscure ! 

About thy path to make frail life secure, 
The eyes of angels shed their guardian beam. 
And thee his own sweet daughter to redeem. 
The Lord of Heaven did earthly form endure* 

Then canst thou still without remorse defame 
Thy glorious origin and native skies. 
Lost in a ma^e of error, sin, and shame ? 

Shake off these slumbers dark, awake, arise, 
Turn thee to heaven, ^tis Death that yonder stands ! 
And show thyself the work of God's own hands. 
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GABRIELE FIAMMA. 



NoN i si vaga alia stagion novella 
L' ape di puri ed odorad fiori, 
Allor che i novi preziosi iiinori 
Industre porta ad arricchir la cella ; 

Nd oervetta giammai leggiadra e snella, 

Dianzi seguita ne' riposti orrori 

Di fieri veltri, da sospetto fiiori 

Si ratta corse all' acqua chiara e bella ; 

« 
Com' 10 son vago d' un ardente umore 

Che versan gli occhi, allor che tema, o zeloj 

Od altro affetto piu m' accende in Dio : 

Dice allor ebbro di dolcezza il core ; 
Quanto ^ felice quel ch' alberga in delo, 
S' egli ha g^ioja maggior del pianto mio I 
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GABRIELE FIAMMA. 



Not murmuring bee, whom spring'sfirst perfumes greet, 
Delights so much in pure and odorous flower, 
Whose bahny treasures in the sunny hour 
She bears unwearied to her storehouse sweet; 

Notliind with graceful form and nimble feet, 
When hounds have ceased the woody haunts to scour. 
Welcomes so gladly in her secret bower 
The cooling waters, and the safe retreat; 

As I in these warm burning tears rejoice. 
That bathe my cheek, when holy fear or love 
My sense transport, and God more close appears : 

My soul then lifts in extasy her voice — 
<< How happy those ^ose mansion is above. 
If heaven be sweeter than these blissful tears !" 
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LODOVICO PATERNO. 



AuRE, O Aure ! che '1 ciel nudo e sereno 
Cingete con le piume innamorate, 
E fra le selve dolci monnorate, 
Spargendo i sonni alle fresch' ombre in seno ; 

Qaeste ghirlande, e questo vaso pieno 
D' amomo e croco, e questi d' odorate 
Viole ampi canestii a voi sacrate, 
Vi sparge Icon, che al mezzo di vien meno, 

Voi V arsura temprate omai che V onde» 
E V aria, e i campi d^ ogni intomo accende, 
E mostra le sue forze ad ogni parte ; 

Ei mentre a ventilar le biade attende, 
E rocamente al suon Eco risponde, 
Scacciate voi le paglie a parte a parte. 
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LODOVICO PATERNO. 



Gales, gentle galeis ! whose downy pinions beat 
In wanton mood the bright and naked sky, 
And, tuning 'mid the woods your melody. 
Shed softest slumbers in the cool retreat; 

Behold this vase, where breathes each balmy sweet, 
These garlands gay, and baskets piled high 
With violets fresh ! 'tis Icon's choice supply. 
Whose strength now fails him in the noontide. heat 

Ye temper with your freshening wings the glow 
That fires the air, the plain, and sultry shore^ 
And rages with such force above, below ; 

Whilst he stands toiling on the com-heapM floor. 
And Echo, hoarse, replies to every blow, 
Haste ye, and winnow all his golden store. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



Se d' Amor queste son reti e legami, 
Oh €om^ e dolce 1' amoroso impacdo ! 
Se questo i il cibo ov* io son preso al laccio. 
Come son dold V esche, e dolci gli ami ! 

Quanta doloezza agP invischiati rami . 
II vischio aggiunge, ed all' ardore il ghiaccio, 
Quanto i dolce il soffiir, s' io penso e taccio. 
E dolce il lamentar ch' altri non ami ! 

Quanto soavi ancor le piaghe interne, 
E lagrime stillar per gli occhi rei, 
E d' un colpo mortal querele eteme ! 

Se questa d vita, io mille al cor torrei 
Ferite e mille,, e mille gioje areme; 
Se morie, sacro a morte i giorni miei. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



If Love his captive bind with ties so dear, 
How sweet to be in these soft tangles caught ! 
If snch the food to snare my freedom brought, 
How sweet the baited hook that lures me near ! 

How tempting sweet the limed twigs appear ! 
What warmth that bosom^s ice in mine hath wrought ! 
Sweet too each painful unimparted thought; 
The moan how sweet that others loathe to hear ! 

Nor less delight the wounds that inward smarts 
The balmy tears that still these eye-lids stain. 
This thrilling waU for blow that deeply smote. 

If this be life^— I would expose my heart 
To countless wounds, and bliss from each obtain ; 
If death — to death I would my days devote. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



Negli anni acerbi tuoi purpurea rosa 
Sembravi tu, che a' rai tiepidi allora 
Non apre il sen, ma nel suo verde ancora 
Verginella s^ asconde e vergognosa ; 

O piu tosto parei (che mortal cosa 
Non rassomiglia a te) celeste Aurora, 
Che le campagne imperla e i monti indora, 
Lucida in del sereno e rugiadosa. 

Or la men verde eta nulla a te toglie, 
N^ te, bench^ negletta, in manto adomo 
Giovinetta belt4 vince o pareggia; 

Cosi piu vago k il fior poiche le foglie 
Spiega odorate, e 1 Sol nel mezzo giomo 
Via piu che nel mattin luce e fiammeggia. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



Thy unripe youth was like the purple rose. 
That to the warm ray opens not its breast, 
But, hiding still within the leafy vest, 
Dares not its virgin beauties to disclose; 

Or like Aurora, when the heaven first glows, 
(For likeness firom above will suit thee best) 
When she with gold kindles the mountain's crest. 
And o'er the plain her pearly mantle throws. 

No injury from time thy bloom receives. 
Nor can young beauty deck'd with art's display 
Rival the native graces of thy form ; 

Thus loveliest is the flower whose ripened leaves 
Perfume the air, and more than orient ray 
The sun's meridian glories blaze and warm. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



Ben veggio avvinta al lido ornata nave, 
£ '1 nocchier che m^ alletta, e '1 mar che giace 
Senz' onda, e 'I fi^eddo Borea ed Austro tace, 
E sol dolce r increspa aura soave. 

Ma V aria, e '1 vento, e '1 mar fede non ave ; 
Altri segaenao il lusingar fallace, 
Per nottumo seren gi^ sciolse audace, 
Ch' ora e sommerso, or va perduto, e pave. 

Veggio trofei del mar, rotte le vele, 
Tronche le sarte, e biancheggiar V arene 
D' ossa insepolte, e 'ntorno errar gli spirti : 

Pur, se convien che questo Eg^o cnidele 
Per Donna solchi, almen fra le Sirene 
Trovi la morte, e non fra scogli e Sirti. 
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TORQUATO TASSO. 



I SEE the anchored bark with streamers gay. 
The beckoning pilot and propitious tide ; 
The South and frigid North their fury hide, 
And only zephyrs on the waters play. 

But winds and waves and skies alike betray ; 
Others who to their flattery dared confide, 
And late, when stars were bright, sail'd forth in pride, 
Now breathe no more, or wander in dismay. 

I see the trophies which the billows heap, 
Tom sails and mast, and graveless bones, that throng 
The yellow sands, and spirits hovering roimd. 

Still, if for woman's sake this cruel deep 
I must essay, not shoals and rocks among. 
But 'mid the Sirens may my wreck be found. 
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BENEDETTO MENZINL 



DiANzi io piantai un ramoscel d' alloro, 
£ 'nsieme io pond al ciel preghiera umile^t 
Che si crescesse 1^ arbore gentile 
Che poi fosse a i cantor fregio e decoro ; 

£ Zeffiro pregai che T ali d' oro 
Stendesse su bei rami a mezzo Aprile, 
£. che Borea crudel, stretto in servile 
Catena, imperio non avesse in loro. 

Io so che questa pianta a Febo amica 
Tardi, ahi! ben tardi, ella s'innalza al segno 
D' ogni altra che qui stassi in piaggia aprica : 

Ma il lungo suo tardar non prendo a sdegno 
Pero che tardi ancora, e a gran &tica, 
Sorge tra noi chi di corona ^ degno. 
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BENEDETTO MENZINI. 



A BRANCH I lately gathered from the bay, 
And planting it, addressed ta Heaven my pray'r, 
That should a future tree spread verdant there, 
Its foliage might some poet's brow array ; 

I prayed that Zephyrus, in vernal day. 
With golden wing might &n the branches £edr. 
And Boreas stricter chains be doomM to wear. 
Nor with hik cruel blast their growth delay. 

Full well I know this plant, to Phoebus dear. 
Increases slowly, like each feeble stem 
That on this sunny slope droops scorched and sear* 

But I its tardy growth will not condemn. 
Since years may pass eve poet shall appear 
Worthy to wear the verdant diadem. 
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FRANCESCO REDL 



NoN cosi bianco mai nel verde prato 
Sorge d' un giglio maestoso fiore, 
N^ cotanto giammai spirano odore 
Le bianche rose a i gelsomini allatOy 

Come, O Donna gentil I sembra odoiato 
Del vostro seno il tremulo candore, 
Che & scorno e yergogna a quell' albore 
Di cui r alba s' ammanta, e in delo ^ nato; 

Anzi lassu nel del la via del latte, 
Del vostro seno in paragon, possiede 
Candidezze men chiare e meno intatte : 

Solo, O Donna gentil, a lui non cede, 
(Con vostra pace) nk per lui s' abbatte 
II divoto candor della mia fede ! 
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FRANCESCO REDI. 



In verdant meads where stately lilies grow. 
Flowers never bloom'd so dazzling to the sight. 
Ne'er breathed the air a scent of such delight, 
Where roses pale 'mid bowers of jasmine blow. 

As, gentle lady, breathes that breast of snow. 
Whose beamy softness shines so purely bright. 
It mocks the lustre of the heaven-born light 
That clothes the in&nt dawn with pearly glow. 

Yea, should the whiteness of the starry way 
With the soft splendour of thy bosom vie. 
Less stainless would appear that path above. 

If aught to purity lay claim so high, ' 
'Tis, gentle lady, I would humbly say. 
The pure devotion of my bosom's love. 
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FRANCESCO REDI. 



Donne gentili, divote d* Amore, 
Che per la via della pietll passate, 
Soffermatevi un poco, e poi guardate 
Se y' e dolor ch' agguagli il mio dolore* 

Delia mia Donna risedea nel core, 
Come in trono di gloria, alta onestate, 
Nelle membra leggiadre ogni beltate, 
£ ne' begP occhi angelico splendore, 

Santi costumi, e per virtu baldanza, 
Baldanza umile, ed innocenza accorta, 
E, fuor che 'n ben oprar, nulla fidanza; 

Candida f^ ch' a bel amar conforta. 
Avea nel seno, e nella f^ costanza : 
Donne gentili, questa Donna ^ morta ! 
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FRANCESCO REDI. 



Ye gentle &ir ! who Love's soft influence own. 
And follow Pity on her blessed way, 
Deign to arrest your steps awhile, and say 
If ever sorrow like to mine was known. 

In my sweet lady's heart, as on a throne 
Of glory, worth of heavenly kind bore sway ; 
Her form did beauty's softest grace display. 
And in her eyes angelic lustre shone. 

In manners holy, innocent, yet wise, 
Bold, though with meekness, virtue to defend. 
The fruits of piety in hope she bore ; 

Pure fidth, that draws so close affection^s ties. 
Her bosom w^rm'd, faith that no time could bend. 
Ye gentle Mr ! this lady breathes no more. 
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G. BATISTA PASTORINL 



Genova mia ! se con asdutto ciglio 
Fiegato e g^oasto il tuo bel corpo io miro, 
Non e poca pietsl d' ingrato figlio. 
Ma rubelle mi sembra ogni sospiro. 

La maesta di tue mine ammiro, 
Trofei della costanza e del consiglio ; 
E ovunque volgo il passo, e il guardo giro, 
Incontro il tuo valor nel tuo periglio. 

Piu val d' ogni vittoria un bel soffrire ! 
E contra gli osti la vendetta fai 
Col vederti distrutta, e nol sentire : 

Anzi girar la Liberta mirai, 
E baciar lieta ogni ruina, e dire, 

RUINE si, MA SERVITU NON MAI ! 
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G. BATISTA PASTORINI. 



My Genoa ! if tears disdain to flow 
As o'er thy wasted form I bend my view, 
'Tis not that filial love hath ceased to glow; 
Methinks that tears would prove thy sons untrue. 

These glorious ruins, heap'd as trophies new, 
Thy constancy and lofty purpose show ; 
Where'er I gaze, whatever way pursue, 

« 

I mark how valour met the whelming blow. 

More than triumphant deem the eventful day 
When foes beheld thee fall'n, yet not subdued, 
And thy firm aspect mock'd their proud array. 

Yea, Liberty I saw, in joyful mood, 
Go round, and kiss each scattered heap, and say — 
Hail ! ruins, hail ! aught, aught, but servitude ! 
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VINCENZO DA FILICAJA. 



Italia, Italia ! O to, cui die la Sorte 
Dodo infelice di bellezza, ond' hai 
Funesta dote d' infiniti gfuai, 
Che 'n fronte scritte per gran doglia porte ; 

Deh fossi tu men bella, o almen piu forte, 
Ond' assai piu ti paventasse, o assai 
T* amasse men, chi del tuo bello a i nd 
Par che si strugge, e pur ti sfida a morte. 

Ch' or giu dall^ Alpi io non vedrei torrenti 
Soender d' armati, e del tuo sangue tinta 
Bever V onda del P6 GalUci armenti ! 

N^ te vedrei, del non tuo ferro cinta, 
Pugnar col braccio di straniere genti. 
Per servir sempre o vincitrice, o vinta ! 
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VINCENZO DA FILICAJA- 



Italia ! Italia ! O thou on whom was shed 
Beauty's ill-&ted gift, whence springs such store 
Of troubles infinite, that anguish sore 
Hath o'er thy brow a cloud of sorrow spread ! 

Oh ! that thou wert less lovely, or more dread, 
That those might prize thee less, or fear thee more, 
Who now in lovers^ guise thy charms adore. 
Yet aim the blow would leave their victim dead ! 

Then should I no more see, like wasteful flood, 
From Alp the foe pour down, nor Gallic steed 
Drink the Po's wave, that reddens with thy blood. 

Nor wouldst thou, girt with weapon not thine own, 
Leave the hired stranger at thy post to bleed — 
In victory or defeat alike o'erthrown. 
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ORSATTO GIUSTINIANO. 



Al chiuder de' begli occhi Amor dolente 
Pianse i saoi danni e si percosse il volto, 
Ruppe V aroo e gli strali a seguir volto 
Lei, ch' al ciel sen volo cosi repente. 

Pianser non men le Grazie amaramente, 
Ch^ avea Natora in quel bel sen raoeolto, 
Quai semplici donzelle a cui sia tolto 
Ghirlanda di bei fior vaga e ridente. 

Le Muse in vece dell^ usato canto 
Jmprimendo la pietate infin ne' sassi, 
Accompagnar' tai vod al tristo pianto : 

AM quanto, spenta lei, men degno fassi, 
Cieco mondo infeliee, ogni tuo vanto ! 
Quando piu tanta luce in te vedrassi ? 



81 



ORSATTO GIUSTINIANO. 



When closed those radiant eyes, with grief opprest, 
Love smote his dewy cheek, of ri^n spake, 
Xhen in despair his golden shafts he brake. 
And flew to seek her 'mong the early blest. 

The Graces, whose sweet home was in her breast. 
Sorrowed, like gentle maidens, for her sake ; 
Who weep to see rude hands the garland take. 
Which they with vernal flowers had richly drest. 

The Muses ceased to chant their wonted strain, 
And thus with voice of woe mourn'd o'er her tomb. 
Inspiring flinty rocks with their own pain : 

<< Now she is gone, how changed, blind world, thy doom ! 
How worthless all thy joys ! Ah ! when again 
Shall light like hers irradiate thy gloom !" 
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ALESSANDRO GUIDI. 



SoRGE con V anni d' un leggiadro sdegno 
Un animoso mio novoypensiero, 
E vuol della ragion futto guerriero 
Strugger d' Amor 1' alta possanza e '1 regno ; 

Promette al dubbio cor fido sosteg^o 
All*^ alma ricovrar 1' antico impero, 
E &r die, fiammeggiando innanzi al vero, 
L' ali riprenda al gran oammin 1' ingegno. 

Allora Amore, in maestate assise, 
Guarda il guerrier si minaccioso audace, 
Ne turba un raggio del celeste viso, 

E seco non adopra arco n^ face ; 
Ch^ solo il dolce lampeggiar d' un riso 
Della mia Donna gia 1' incende e sface. 
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ALESSANDRO GUIDL 



Arm'd with the temper'd force of calm disdain, 
A new and high resolve inspires my breast; 
Reason's vow'd champion, I would fain contest 
The power of love, and burst his servile chain ; 

My new ally would teach me to regain 
The liberty of soul I once possess'd, 
Ere Genius, sinking in unworthy rest, 
Stoop'd from her flight, and ceased her lofty strain. 

Love, as he sat enthroned in matchless grace. 
Unmoved the foe beheld, nor less the while 
Beamed the full splendour of his heavenly face ; 

No bow he took, nor deign'd to point his dart; 
For glancing from my lady's radiant smile 
The lightning came, and struck the rebel's heart 
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GIO. BARTOLOMEO CASAREGL 



LuNOi da quel che piace al volgo insano 
Men Yo sovente, e in enna parte io seggio ; 
E degli antichi imperi, a mano a mano, 
L' immenso spazio col pensier passeggio- 

Scorro V Assiro e '1 Pereo, e quivi invano 
Di lor vaste dttadi un' orma io chieggio ; 
Quinei al Greco passando ed'al Romano, 
Poco di lor gprandezza, o nulla, io veggio^ 

Nini, Ciri, Alessandri, omai sorgete 
A vendicar si gpran ruine ; e voi, 
Trion&tori Cesari, ove siete ? 

All che pur polve e' sono : e, se gli enn 
Fondatori di regni affondi in Lete, 
Tempo distruggitor, che fia di noi ? 
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GIO. BARTOLOMEO CASAREGI. 



Far from the world, its senseless joys and pains, 
I oft retire to wilds remote and lone, 
And seem to traverse countries long overthrown, 
Where ancient monarchs guided empire's reins. 

I range o'er Persia, and Assyrians plains, 
N<Nr boast their cities vast one mournful stone ; 
Then look.o*er Greece to Rome's imperial throne, . 
And scarce a vestige of their power remains. 

Rise, Asia's kings, avenge the affi'ont of Time ! 
Up, Philip's son ! — ^great Caesars, where are ye. 
Who sat with Victory in her car sublime ? 

Dust are they all ; — if clean forgotten be 
Founders of thrones, and lords of many a clime. 
Ah! say what ruin, Spoiler, threatens me? 
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GIROLAMO PRETI. 



SoMMo Sol ! che a quell^ altro errante in cielo, 
Che da lume alle stelle, il lume dai ; 
Tu, per sofirir della cui luce i rai 
Si fan con 1' ale i Serafini un velo ! 

Quelle tenebre sgombra, e rompi il gelo 
Onde il petto coversi e '1 petto armai ; 
Che, poich^ gli occhi a due begli occhi alzm, 
Ardo a quel lume, e nel tuo foco io gelo. 

Questi sospir, che sparge immonda voglia, 
SoUevi il raggio tuo che puro accende, 
£ gli accolti sospiri in pianto scioglia ; 

Tal se dall' onde salse impure ajscende 
Vapor cui purghi il Sol, cui nube accoglia, 
S' alza amaro, e poi dolce in pioggia scende. 
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GIROLAMO PRETI. 



O Sun supreme ! from whom the orb of day, 
That kindles all heaven's fires, derives his light;, 
Thou ! whose dread form insufferably bright, 
Veil'd with their wings, *the Seraphin survey ! 

O'er this cold breast thy sacred beams display. 
Scatter the clouds that darken reason's sight ; 
For, captive now to mortal beauty's might. 
My soul but feebly owns thy holier sway. 

Oh ! let these sighs that breathe unchaste desire 
Up to thy purifying ray ascend. 
And there in warm repentant tears expire ; 

So when salt waves to heaven their vapours lend. 
Purged of their grossness in the solar fire. 
Bitter they rise, but sweet in showers descend. 
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GIAMBATTISTA COTTA. 



NuME non v" ^, dicea fra sd lo stolto, 
Nume non v* ^ che 1' universo regga: 
Square! V empio la benda, ond' egli ^ awoltoy 
Agli occhi infidi, e, se v'faa Nume, ei vegga. 

Nume non v' ^ ? verso del del rivolto 
Chiaro il suo inganno in tante stelle ei legga ; 
Speglisi, e impresso nel suo proprio volto 
Ad ogni sguardo il suo Fattor rivegga. 

Nume non v' ^ ? de' fiumi i puri argenti, 
U aer che spiri, il suolo ove risiedi, 
Le piante, i fior, 1' erbe, 1' arene, e i venti, 

Tutti parlan di Dig ; per tutto vedi 
Del grand' esser di Lui segni eloquent! : 
Credilo, stolto, a lor, se a te nol credL 
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GIAMBATTISTA COTTA. 



*^ There is no God," the fool in secret said, 
*^ There is no God that rules or earth or sky." 
Rend the dark veil that shades the wretch'^s head, 
That God may burst upon his fidthless eye. 

Is there no God ? The stars in myriads spread, 
K he look up, the blasphemy deny, 
And his own features in the mirror read, 
Reflect the image of Divinity. 

Is there no God ? The stream that silver flows. 
The air he breathes, the ground he treads, the trees. 
The flowers, the grass, the sands, each wind that blows, 

All speak of God, throughout one voice agrees, 
And eloquent his dread existence shows ; — 
Blind to thyself, yet see him, fool, in these. 
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GIAMBATTISTA COTTA. 



lo vidi un di che in luminosa vesta 
Dal soglio eterno il sommo Dio movea, 
E foco struggitor d^ ampia foresta 
n suo chiaro sembiante a me parea : 

Torbido nembo, e fiera atra tempesta 
Ombiknente intorno a lui fremea, 
Mentre dal ciel in un sol passo in questa 
Cosi lontana terra egli scendea. 

Com^ arbor trionfal, clie d' anni carco 
Stassi di Lidia in sul terren feeondo, ' 
E cede sotto il glorioso incarco ; 

Cosi del pi^ divino al grave pondo 
L' eceelse sfere si piegaro in arco, 
E s' incurvaro i portator del mondo. 
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GIAMBATTISTA COTTA. 



Once from his throne eternal, robed in light, 
I saw descend the Lord omnipotent; 
His glorious aspect flamed upon my sight. 
Like forest fires that wrap the firmament : 

Clouds, storms, and tempests, whirlwinds in their might 
Careered around him as he downward went. 
Whilst to this globe from heaven's remotest height, 
A single step achieved the dread descent. 

As tree triumphal that opprest with years 
Sinks with the glorious load his boughs entwine. 
Giant amid the forests Lydia rears; 

Beneath the pressure of the foot divine 
Thus low bow down the everbsting spheres, 
The world's supporters thus their heads decline. 
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GIAMBATTISTA COTTA, 



SovRA splendido trono d* adamante, 
Cinto d' intorno d' orride tenebre, 
Iddio sceDdeva, e folte nubi e crebre, 
L' ale stendean sotto 1' eterne piante : 

Stringea dell' ire sue P aureo fumante 
Vaso, ond' ban morte inique turbe ed ebre : 
II vide r empio, e 'n cbiuse erme latebre 
Fiiggi d' alpina balza egro e tremante; 

Ma invan : ch^ Dio con fier tremuoto aperse 
L' alta montagna, e in cupo antro profondo 
L^ empio, qual fiera in suo covil, sooperse; 

E minaccioso sovra il capo immondo 
Verso r ire immortali, e vel sommerse : 
Poi cbiuse il monte, e ^1 seppelli nel fondo. 
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GIAMBATTISTA COTTA. 



Throned on refulgent adamacntine seat, 
Heaven^s Lord came down, darkness of ebon hue 
Veil'd him around, and clouds that denser grew 
Spread their dark wings beneath the eternal feet : 

Wrath^s golden cup he brandishM red with beat. 
Whence flows destruction on the guilty crew : 
Scared at the sight the sinner trembling flew, 
And in the lonely Alp sought safe retreat : 

Vain hope ! for God with earthquake's rending shock 
Cleft the huge mountain, and the wretch laid bare, 
Crouch'd like a loadisome beast in hollow rock ; 

Then launched indignant on his impure head 
His ire immortal, and o'erwhelmM him there, 
Closing the mountain on the blasted dead. 
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CARLO MARIA FRUGONI. 



QuANDO il gran Scipio dali' ingrata terra 
(Che gli fii patria e '1 cener suo non ebbe) 
Esule egregio si parti, qual debbe 
Uom clie in suo cor masehio valor ringerra, 

Quei, che seco pugnando andar' sotterra 
Ombre famose, onde si Italia crebbe, 
Arser di sdegno, e '1 duro esempio increbbe 
A i Genj della pace e della g^erra : 

E seguirle fur' viste in atto altero 
Sull' indegna fremendo offesa atroce 
Le Virtu antiche del Latino impero : 

E allor di Stige sulla nera foce 
Di Lui, che 1' Alpi supero primiero, 
Rise r invendicata Ombra feroce. 
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CARLO MARIA FRUGONI. 



When the great Scipio left the thankless land 
(That vaunts his birth but may not boast his grave) 
Resolved, as scorning to be Faction's slave, 
To live self-exiled on a distant strand, 

Those shades renown'd, once soldiers of his band, 
Who from Italia's fields the spoiler drave, 
FlashM indignation — nor the offence forgave 
Those Powers above who peace and war comdiand. 

And Mowing him a solemn troop there came, 
Who inly murmured at the heroes doom. 
The ancient Virtues of the Latin name : 

And on that hour near Styx's monstrous womb, 
The ghost of him who first the Alps o'ercame, 
Exchanged for scornful joy his sullen gloom. 
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DOMENICO LAZZARINL 



Se da te apprese, Amore, e non altronde, 
Quel dolce stil che ti fa tanto onore, 
Questo Cigno beato, il cui migliore 
Or gode in cielo, e '1 frale Arqu^ nasconde ; 

Se bello al par della fiunosa fronde, 
Che 'n Sorga Parse di celeste ardore, 
Fu anoor quell' altro mio lume e splendore, 
Fra r Esmo e V Aterno, e '1 monte e 1' onde ; 

Perch^ poi le sue rime alzare e '1 canto 
Si ch* ei n' andasse al del come oolomba, 
E me verso di lui lasciar nel fango ? 

Ne pur io, come in lui potessi tanto, 
Veggio, risponde : e questa sacra tomba 
Son tre secoli e piu ch' io guardo e piango ! 
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DOMENICO LAZZARINI. 



If the blest Swan that now in heaven soars free, 
Whilst Arqua*s groves his mortal weeds enshrine, 
Owed to thy teaching, Love, and only thine. 
The numbers sweet that so ennoble thee, 

« 

Why — since in beauty with the £ar-famed tree 
That waked on Sorga's banks his lay divine. 
May well be matcFd the plant inspiring mine, 
That near the Aterno blooms, 'twixt hill and sea-— 

Why so inspire his notes and tuneful wail. 
That he on dove-like wings could heavenward turn, 
Whilst I in vain attempt the arduous steep ? 

<< Still seems it strange my power could so avail," 
Replied the god, ^^ and o^er his sacred urn 
Three ages now, and more, I watch and weep/' 
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lo diiesi al Tempo ; ed a chi some il grande 
Ampio edifizio che qui al suol traesd ? 
Ei non rispoode, e piu veloci e presti 
Fuggitivo per 1* aere i vanni spande. 

Dico alia Fama ; O tu, che all' anunirande 
Cose did vita e questi avanzi e questi ! 
China ella gli occhi conturbad e mesti^ 
Qual chi dogliosi alti sospir tramande. 

lo gia volgea maravigliando il passo^ 
Quando sull' alta mole, altero in mostra, 
Visto girsene Obblio di sasso in sasso, 

Ah tu, gridai, forse apristi, ah ! mostra — 
Ma in tuono ei m'interruppe, orrido e basso, 
lo di chi fu non euro, adesso h nostra. 
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I ask'd of Time, ^^ To whom arose this high 
Majectie pile here mouldering in decay?' 
He answer'd not, but swifiter sped his way, 
With ceaseless pinions winnowing the sky. 

To Fame I tum'd : ^^ Speak thou, whose sons defy 
The waste of years, and deathless works essay !" — 
She heaved a sigh as one to grief a prey. 
And silent downward cast her tearful eye. 

« 

Onward I pass'd, but sad and thoughtful grown, 
When stern in aspect, o'er the ruin'd shrine, 
I saw Oblivion stalk from stone to stone ; 

" Dread Power,'' I cried, " tell me whose high design"- 
He check'd my further speech in sullen tone, 
<^ Whose once it was I care not, now, 'tis mine." 
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Leggiadra Rosa ! le cui pure foglie 
L' alba educo con le soavi brine, 
E a cui le molli aurette mattutine 
Fero a vermiglio oolorar le spoglie ! 

Quella proYvida man, che al suol ti tc^lie, 
Vuol trasportarti ad immortal confine. 
Ore, spogliata delle ingiuste spine, 
Sol la parte miglior di te germoglie. 

Cos! fior diverrai che non soggiaoe 
Air acqua, al gelo, al vento, ed alio scheme 
D' una stagion volubile e fugace ; 

E a pill fido cultor posto in governo, 
Unir potrai nella tranquilla pace 
Ad eterna bellezza odore eterno. 
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O LOVELY Rose ! whose leaves so purely grew, 
Fed by the gentle dews of earliest morn, 
When bahny breezes with Aurora bom 
O'er thy young beauties vermeil colours threw ! 

The pious hand that hence thy bloom withdrew 
Would &in transplant thee where thou mayst adorn 
A purer cUme, and, stript of every thorn, 
Enrich thy nobler part with graces new. 

Thus thou wilt soon become a peerless flower, 
No longer subject to the changeful air. 
From wind and frost secure and whelming shower ; 

And trained by one who ne'er remits his care. 
Thou wilt acquire within that peaceful bower 
Eternal fragrance for thy beauty rare ! 



NOTES. 



Agnolo Firbnzuola^ page 12. 

Addressed to a lady called Selva^a^ whom the poet^ like 
Petrarch^ first saw and loved at church. 

PiETRO Bembo, p. 26. 

The worthy prelate^ cooped up in Venice^ is sighing for his 
rural retreat in the neighbourhood of Padua. 

Giovanni della Casa^ p. 38. 

Monsignore is contemplating the charms of some noble 
Venetian lady as painted by his friend Titian. 

Galeazzo di Tarsia^ p. 48. 

Tarsia was a warm admirer of that exemplary woman Vit- 
toria Colonna^ from whose numerous sonnets a specimen has 
been given^ p. 22. 

Annuals Caro^ p. 50. 

It does not appear to what friend Caro alludes. The 
translator^ whilst executing his task^ had his lamented bro- 
ther R. H. S. continually in his thoughts. 
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NOTES. 



Giovanni Guidiccioni, p. 52. 



UIOYANNI UUIDICCIONIj p. o;fi. 

Written shortly after the sacking of Rome by the Impe- 
rialists, in 1527* 

G. Batista Pastorini, p. 76. 

Genoa was bombarded by the French in 1684. Its deter- 
mined resistance to Louis the Fourteenth inspired this noble 
sonnet: the latter part, and especially the last line, which 
owes its excellence to a form of es^pression peculiar to the 
Italian, are far from being worthily rendered in the English; 
perhaps the following may better represent the original : 

" DbSTBUCTION, yes, but oh ! ^NOT bbbvitudb." 



Petrocchi, p. 99. 

The translator is obliged to a friend for the improyement of 
the last line, which originally was — 

" I care not whose it was, it now is mine" 

PlETBO MeTASTASIO, p. 100. 

Addressed to a young lady called Rosa, who was about to 
take the veiL 



THE END. 
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